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GIANT SMORGASBORD 
EDITION: 


BUSH COMES THROUGH, VACATION PLANS 
FIZZLE, G.G. FILM OF THE YEAR & MORE ! 


st 


PROOF POSITIVE THAT YOUR HUMBLE EDITOR HAD A MEETING OF THE MINDS (ADMI 
WE'RE BOTH HALF-WITS!!!) LAST SEPTEMBER IN TALLAHASSEE, FLORIDA WITH OUR 
COUNTRY'S CHIEF EXECUTIVE. DURING A BRIEF CHAT, BUSH ADMITTED TO HAVING BEEN 
A FAN OF THE G.G. FOR SEVERAL YEARS NOW AND HAD IN FACT SUBSCRIBED UNDER THE 
PSEUDONYM OF MIKE HUNT. WE KNOCKED BACK A FEW, AND THEN GEORGE CAST HIS VOTE 
FOR FRANK HENNENLOTTER'S FRANKENHOOKER AS G.G. GOREFILM OF THE YEAR. 
(UNFORTUNATELY IT DIDN'T WIN.) UPON RECEIVING THIS PHOTOGRAPH, WE WERE 
SHOCKED TO DISCOVER THAT THE PRESIDENT HAS A PENCHANT FOR CHILD MOLESTING. 
(JUST LOOK AT THE POSITION OF HIS RIGHT HAND!) OH WELL, WE ALL HAVE SOME 
KELETONS IN OUR CLOSETS............ 


It certainly was wise not to hold up last issue's 
giant 10th Anniversary Spectacular waiting for the White 
House photographer's office to send out the official 
picture of your editor's apocryphal meeting with ol' George 
Bush last September. As we continued to wait throughout 
the first three months of 1991 for the photo to no avail, 
we finally were set to go to press here in the first week 
of April with this extremely tardy issue #104 containing a 
wimpy explanation about how the White House shutterbug's 
office was not returning our phone calls; thus anticipating 
a deluge of mail from the large majority of readers who 
didn't believe our admittedly tall tale in the first place. 
As this was tearfully written, lo and behold the pic popped 
up in our mailbox just as our cover was being layed out 
adorned with a fairly tame shot from the 1990 G.G. FILM OF 
THE YEAR award winner (see elsewhere in this editorial). 
You now hold in your hands a hastily re-scrawled intro to 
what is probably the latest edition of the G.G. in our 
publishing history. Why are we going through this tedious 
explanation? To ween out with another lame excuse as to 
why the G.G. is so tardy of course: It wasn't our fault, 
this edition was set to roll weeks ago! Angry G.G. 
subscribers can vent their wrath to that Iraqi ass-kicking, 
non-broccoli eating, bug-eyed wife-fucking President whose 
office took a full 7 months to fork over a photo that I'd 
already shelled out forty bucks for. Gorehounds should 
write 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington D.C. with your 
virulent complaints and expect to have an extensive Secret 
Service dossier compiled on them. What can you lose? If 
you are a mail-order subscriber, your character is already 
besmirched for life as we have fairly concrete evidence 
that the G.G. is monitored extensively by the governmental 
powers that be...Anyway, in line with last month's editori- 
al, we must now publish the first apology/retraction ever 
in the pages of the G.G. Throughout our decade-long pub- 
lishing career we've called zillions of people assholes, 
sperm-burpers, con-artists, sleaze-bags, felchers and 
other assorted monikers that readers have come to accept as 
our journalistic style. However, when last issue we 
referred to a Florida congressman's nubile 29 year-old wife 
as "a gold-digging, opportunistic slut", the shit really 
hit the fan. Hurling threats running the gamut from a 
libel lawsuit to outright bodily injury, the family of said 
wife did not see the humor in our breezily-concocted Bush 
anecdote and demanded a formal retraction. Upon re-reading 
last edition's editorial, perhaps we were a little rough on 
the blonde bimbo, and not wanting to incur the ire of any 
backwoods Florida rednecks, the G.G. staff and myself 
personally would like to humbly apologize for this ruthless 
character attack on a woman who did nothing to deserve the 
debasing verbal affront she received in issue #103's pages. 
As explained before, the G.G.'s brand of irreverent humor 
is not for everyone's tastes (as is evidenced by the 
extensive roster of enemies we've accumulated over the 
years), but our intent is never to hurt anyone; just to 
review relevant genre flicks and to have as much fun as 
we possibly can while doing it. Perhaps if those who 
have been offended just thought of the G.G. as the Don 
Rickles of fanzines, it would put our rantings in the 
proper perspective. (After all, we're getting to be as 
old as that crusty old comedic turd!) Again, sincere 
apologies to the wife and family of Fla. Congressman Bill 
Grant--we truly meant no harm. (Now put down that 
shotgun, will ya' Zeke?). so cecccccwcscccciscess conc sence 
As explained above, the votes have all been tallied for 
the coveted G.G. Film of the Year Award for 1990. It was 
a close race in a year that saw many contenders, with 
Frank Hennenlotter's two classics from last year 
(FRANKENHOOKER and BASKET CASE II) running neck-in-neck 
with such bigbudget gut-churning extravaganzas as Sam 
Raimi's DARKMAN, David Lynch's WILD AT HEART and Paul 
Verhoevens's TOTAL RECALL. Even flicks that received 
less than across the board accolades from genre critics 
like CHILD'S PLAY II and the MPAA emasculated TEXAS 
CHAINSAW MASSACRE III received strong shows of support, 
but in the end the dark horse favorite that eked out the 
most number of votes was Ovidio Assonitis' SONNY BOY, a 
truly depraved exercise in violence, homosexuality and 
child abuse that was pulled out of release by Columbia 
Pictures’ Epic Releasing distribution arm after being 
thoroughly trashed in the mainstream press by outraged 
N.Y. critics. For those who have not had a chance to 
catch it, the flick is concerned with a psychotic white 
trash hillbilly clan of homos who kidnap a baby boy, cut 
out his tongue at age 4, feed him live chickens and 
torture him relentlessly until at age 17 he is unleashed 
as a savage, neo-human, blood-drinking killing machine 
dispatched to slaughter his felching family's foes. 
David Carradine must have been strung out on some bender 
during the filming of this one, as he plays SONNY BOY's 
mother throughout the film's entire running time com- 
pletely in drag! Just to bust balls, we phoned out to 
Epic Releasing's Corporate offices in Hollywood to inform 
them of SONNY BOY's winning our coveted award. After 


being switched to five nervous executives who all invari- 
ably squirmed when informed of winning the dubious honor, 
we were finally transferred to a Ms. Deborah Stein, head 
of Epic publicity, who curtly informed us that we were in 
error and that SONNY BOY was not their company's release. 
When we insisted that we were looking at the poster for 
the film and that it did, indeed, list their company as 
the distributor, Ms. Stein promptly hung up on us! Any 
film that is so sick that its own distributor denies 
knowledge of handling it has just got to be a must-see 
for G.G. readers and we salute the infamous pasta-man 
Ovidio Assonistis' SONNY BOY for expanding the parameters 
of bad taste. Way to go...While on the subject of 
telephone hijinx, it is worth noting that for the fourth 
annual January, the G.G. staff and their peers took the 
entire month off from drinking, substance abusing and even 
ejaculating (that's a tough one!) to re-charge our consti- 
tution, take a rest and make bets on who has become an 
alcoholic over the preceeding year and will not be able to 
adhere to the strict fast. Much like Jesus' 40-day sabbat- 
ical in the desert, having nothing to do for 31 days while 
cleansing our systems helped us to think of a number of 
dirty tricks to pull on industry figures under the guise of 
harmless April Fool's Day pranks. So, on April 1st, we 
looked through our files of various publicists' interview 
offers (due to the homevideo glut, companies are so hungry 
for any kind of publicity that they'll even talk to us!), 
grabbed a couple cases of lager, placed the phone in a 
comfortable position and proceeded to have fun! The first 
telephone interview we arranged was with Tobe Hooper, the 
former pioneering genius behind the original TEXAS CHAIN— 
SAW MASSACRE who, sadly, over the past decade and a half 
has descended into a talentless hack of the first order. 
In fact, we were surprised at how soon he called back 
after we promised his publicist that we'd give a rave 
review to his newest direct-to-video clunker SPONTANEOUS 
COMBUSTION: 


G.G.: Tobe, dude, this is quite an honor to be 


speaking to the director of one of our favorite 
films of all time! 
T.H.: 


Which one is that? 

Get real! 

What? 

Oh, nothing! Say, have you ever paid all 
those people back who claim you ripped them off 
on the TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE profits? Ed Neal 
and Kim Henkel still claim you scroded them 
royally... 

T.H.: I thought this interview was supposed to 
be about SPONTANEOUS COMBUSTION (getting angry) 
G.G.: Oh, right, sorry...Why did the film get 
released directly to video? 

T.H.: It didn't--it had a regular theatrical run 
through many parts of the country. 

G. : Like where, Bumfuck, Arkansas? 

What? (Really pissed) 

G Tobe, why do you think all of your films 
have sucked so bad for the past 15 years? 


CLICK 
Next, we contacted Bill Block, the publicist for John 
Waters, who was doing interviews to promote the video 


release of CRYBABY, his insipid PG-rated paean to juvenile 
delinquent flicks of 1950's. The publicist called back and 
politely informed us that Mr. Waters was only granting 
personal interviews to professional magazines. We then 
queried Mr. Block if we could ask hima few questions about 


John. Unfortunately for him, he agreed: 
G.G.: O.K., the tapes rolling. This has 
nothing to do with our questions, but by any 


chance are you a baseball fan? (Stifled gig- 
gling) 

B.B.: (Confused) Yes, I am...Why? 

Well, we're pretty young here at the 
and we're trying to remember the name of 
the N.Y. Yankees catcher who died in a plane 
crash in the late 1970's... - 
B.B.: (Confident) That was Thurman Munson. 
Oh right--thanks a lot! Sorry to bother 
Now our first question about John...Who 


you. 
do you think got hit in the chin with more 


balls: Thurman Munson or John Waters? 


CLICK 


For the last prank call of our April Fool's debacle, I 
disguised my voice to sound like a high school student, 
called the offices of Fangoria Magazine and explained 
that I was the editor of my school newspaper and I would 
like permission to interview Tony Tampon (oops!) Timpone 
since I felt that FANGORIA was the "greatest horror movie 


LEFT TO RIGHT: PAUL SMITH (PIECES, JUNGLE WARRIORS, ETC.), A TOTALLY IN- DRAG 
DAVID CARRADINE AND AN UNIDENTIFIED HILLBILLY IN-BREED MUTANT COMPRISE THE 
STARRING CAST OF SONNY BOY, WINNER OF THE COVETED G.G FILM OF THE YEAR AWARD 
FOR 1990. THE FILM (SEE OUR EDITORIAL) WAS SO SICK THAT EVEN ITS pee ae 
EPIC RELEASING HAS DENIED RESPONSIBILITY FOR RELEASING IT!! A CLASSIC!! 


magazine ever published." Much to our delight, Timpone Phanalia even though Michael Gingold works here 
got right on the horn: Michael Weldon's Psychotronic Video is very 
good, Steve Puchalski's Slimetime was excel- 
Is this Tony Timpone? lent. I believe he's stopped publishing, 

Yes it is! though. 


Oh, this is quite an honor, sir--I'm a 


Do you ever read the Gore Gazette? 
nervous. You're so cool... 


Not really--Rick Sullivan is a little 


Take your time. extreme and out there. Plus, he's said some 
Um, how did you first get into monster very unkind things about Fangoria and me per- 
movies? sonally in his little newsletter. 
T.T.: Let's see...I first started by watching G.G.: Yeah, I think Sullivan's a real asshole, 
the great Universal monster classics of the too! 


30's and 40's on television and then... (rambles 
on like a self-indulgent idiot for at least 
four minutes while I make the G.G. staff crack 


Many people do... ; 
Anyway, besides your love for horror 
is, do you have any outside hobbies? 


up by feigning masturbatory hand signals and T.T.: Sure...I play tennis and I enjoy travel- 

imitating the pompous T.T.) ling. I like listening to music as well as 

G.G.: I saw you last summer on the Morton reading. 

Downey Show--you were great and defended your- G.G.: What about gerballing? 

self well. What's that? (suspicious) 

T.T.: Thank you, I thought I held my own. : Is it true you once asked Clive Barker 
Hold your own what? if you could blow him at a Fangoria convention? 


Excuse me? : Who is this? (outraged) 
Nothing...Anyway, do you read any of the : Do you deny the fact that you were once 
horror fanzines currently being published? arrested for sniffing little girl's bicycle 
I try to yes. seats? 

What are some of your favorites? 

I must say that I'm partial to Scarea- CLICK 


So chronicles the highlights from one of the most enjoy- 
able April Fool's Days in recent memory. A good rule of 
thumb to remember is that if the 2 ever calls to ask 
you to do a telephone interview---Just Say No!...We've 
received a tremendous amount of mail lauding us on our 
firm denunciation of various mail-order video fraud- 
meisters operating out there to fleece uninformed gore- 
hounds out of their hard-earned dinero. In fact, the 
response has been so great that with this issue we are 
establishing a "Goredom's Most Wanted" hitlist department 
where we will blow the whistle on the many scumbags out 
there who give us quasi-reputable video pirates a bad 
name. Not wanting to act as unevidenced witchfinder 
generals, we will only feature a scurrilous scumbag in 
Goredom's Most Wanted if we receive 10 or more well- 
documented complaints on the same individual and that 
party does not respond to our numerous attempts to 
contact him to elicit a statement in his own defense. 
(So don't bother sending in the names of your older 
brother, boss or the guy that you just discovered was 
boning your girlfriend, 0.K.?) Anyway, the latest piece 
of societal drek to fit these guidelines is none other 
than Chicago's own Michael Flores, publisher of the It's 
Only A Movie fanzine and president of the Psychotronic 
Film Society. We have been in receipt of tons of letters 
from irate customers who have ordered both videotapes, 
subscriptions and even T-shirts from Flores and received 
nothing. In all cases their checks were cashed and their 
numerous letters of complaint unanswered. Already 
denounced in print by the ubiquitous Factsheet Five, the 
G.G. had a run-in years ago with Flores when we discov- 
ered that he was buying our personally-compiled trailer 
compilation tapes, re-titling them and advertising them 
for sale as "Psychotronic Film Society Trailer Compila- 
tions". Not to be confused with the always-above-board 
(for mail orders anyway) Michael Weldon's Psychotronic 
Wideo zine, here are a few quotes from irate scrodees of 
Michael Flores' impropriatus business practices. 


"Flores is feces personified" -K.P., Flushing, NY 


“Flores is scary, man. I met this dweeb at a 
convention and I'd let Lemmy Kilminster buttfuck me 
before I'd even share a beer with that dude."-B.F., 
Chicago, IL 


"Flores is a thieving, rip-off douche bag" -D.G. Los 
Angeles, CA 


"A goddamnmotherfuckingshitasscocksuckingdicklick- 
ingpussywhippedsonofabitch ripoff artist" W.T. Faith, 
N.C. 


Pretty strong sentiments, indeed, and gorehounds are 
advised to steer clear of this newly-exposed infidel. On 
a personal vendetta, we'd like to express our personal 
displeasure with Dominic Salemi, co-editor of Charles 
Kilgore's excellent ECCO fanzine. In a feature article 
on ECCO in Washington D.C.'s City Paper, Salemi states 
that ECCO is "Nothing like Rick Sullivan's Gore Gazette. 
That zine appeals to kids with psychosexual problems and 
talks about how much beer they drank, how much sex they 
had and how they saw this sick movie, man..." Well, Mr. 
Salemi is certainly entitled to his opinions on the G.G., 
but we are extremely puzzled as to why in December of 
1989 he hired the Rt. Reverend to come down to Virginia 
and officiate at the wedding ceremony of himself and his 
lovely wife Sandy. Did you have psychosexual problems 


back then? I know you drank a lot of beer that 
night...Not having as much sex as you used to? What's 
with the severe two-faced act in print, Dom? The G.G. 


always considered you a friend...Anyway, enough of the 
rambling, let's get to our review section that is taking 
on a decidedly different format for this issue only: 
After over a decade of publishing and incessant requests 
from readers begging us to accept contributions and 
review submissions, we decided to take a "vacation" for 
one issue and let G.G. readers submit their own reviews. 
This seemed like a good idea on paper, and we sent ou 
rather rude form letters to a dozen or so readers who haa 
expressed interest in becoming part of the G.G. family in 
the past. Offering no remuneration whatsoever, but} 
promising that if they were selected to be published| 
they'd recieve instant fame and probably get more pussy| 
that Frank Sinatra, we compiled a list of the 32 films| 
that we needed reviews for this issue and sat back to 
wait, chuckling amongst ourselves that this would proba- 
bly be the easiest G.G. to crank out to date. The 
response was overwhelming but to our chagrin, all of the} 
contributors reviewed most of the same movies (thel 
mainstream big-budget general releases), leaving us with 
multi reviews of only 10 films and the task of still 
writing on nearly two dozen epics that breezed through 
the N.Y. metro area since the Xmas months. So much for| 
our special "vacation" plot to escape review drudgery, 


leaving the G.G. staff to sadly wonder if we're the only 
jones out there actually seeking out and sitting through 
this elusive shit...Does anyone really care about the 
deceptive ad campaign surrounding the South of the Border 
laction epic HANG FIRE or whether or not Roger Corman's 
minuscule-budgeted DUNE WARRIOR is worth your 6 hard- 
learned bucks? Please let us know. Anyway, a sincere 
thank you to all those who contributed--as explained 
before, if you don't see your review in print, it's not 
that it sucked (although maybe it did), it's just that we 
got so many reviews of the same films, it was just 
impossible to use them all. And to those who bugged us 
for years and did not respond, we bellow out a firm "fuck 
you!"--you'll get a second chance around issue #200! So 
much for all this rambling, let's let our guest reviewers 
take a look at the films that have been around: 

MISERY. Romantic novelist Paul Sheldon, underplayed by 
an exhausted-looking James Caan, wipes out in an auto 
accident on a snowbound road. His number one fan, ex- 
nurse and part time mass murderer, Annie Wilkes, crowbars 
Paul from the wreckage, and drives the near-dead author 
back to her isolated, rural home. The man is disconcert- 
ed to find out that Annie had actually been following him 
prior to the crash. She now wishes to make him the prime 
attraction of her prized Sheldon collection. After 
hooking Paul on an addictive pain killer she'd prescribed 
for his shattered legs, Annie demands that Sheldon write 
one final romantic novel just for her...or else. Direct- 
ing from a William Goldman script, Rob Reiner focuses 
most of MISERY's 108 min. running time on the war of wits 
that develop between and increasingly desperate Sheldon 
and his cunning, if homicidal audience of one. He tones 
down much of the EC comics gore that bubbled through the 
Stephen King source novel but manages to trigger the 
audience's gag reflex when Annié sledgehammers the 
defiant author's legs to hash with a few painful blows 
from a sledgehammer. The innovative use of a typewriter 
as an assault weapon is carried over faithfully from book 
to movie. Author phobias such as writer's block, over- 
zealous fans, and a sense of artistic impotence crop up 
within MISERY, burdening faint-hearted theater patrons 
with an even greater sense of claustrophobia. Kathy 
Bates delivers an entertaining performance as Annie; by 
turns she acts kindly, somber and murderous. MISERY 
should be seen by those filmgoers who believe it will be 
as wholesome as Reiner's previous King adaptation, 1986's 


STAND BY ME. -Jeff Segal B 
(Ed. note: For the most part, we agree with Jeff's 
opinion. Since submitting this review, of course, Kathy 


Bates has gone on to snatch up an Oscar for Best Actress, 
a rare occurrence for a horror performance that hopefully 


will not set the trend for bloated, smelly, fat, ugly 
chicks to be considered chic in 1991 ) 
THE ROOKI: Hey, didn't Clint Eastwood, Raul Julia, 


Sonya Braga, and Charlie Sheen make good movies at one 
time? (Well, maybe not Sheen.) Eastwood should kn 
better than to churn out yet another "by the numbers’ 
buddy cop movie. Sheen plays the titular character who 
became a cop because being the son of a multi-millionaire 
was too boring (feel sorry for ya, pal). Clint's the 
grizzled veteran who doesn't want a yuppie partner, but 
the two bond as they hunt down auto thieves Ju and 
Braga. There's nothing new in this action flick; tust a 
revision of every other film of its type. 


Eastwood's 
Nick Polonski character is basically a Dirty Harry clone 


and Sheen plays himself, an insufferable egomaniacal 
twit. There's little action and less intelligence in 
this opus, but miscasting of the year honors go to Julia 
and Braga (who epitomize the typecast of hispanic) as 
here they play thick-accented Germans! The only thing of 
interest in the entire flick is the fact that Julia's 
seaside house has to be the same set used in LETHAL 
WEAPON I & II and INTERNAL AFFAIRS. (Ed. Note: What are 
you Anthony, some sort of Major League interior decora- 
tor?) THE ROOKIE redeems itself slightly with a bizarre 


tfsequence where Braga rapes Eastwood(!) and some uninten- 


tional hilarity during the final chase scene at an 
airport in which Julia runs up an underground luggage 
ramp to emerge out of the conveyor belt entrance with 
guns blazing to terrorize innocent baggage claimers. 
Clint: Go make another Western. Raul and Sonia: go back 


to art films. Sheen: GO AWAY! -Anthony Perticaro c- 
EDWARD SCISSORHAND: The film was cute as a fai tale 


or morality play or whatever, but it could have greatly 
benefitted from the addition of subjects such as canni- 
balism, necrophilia, schizophrenia, serial killing and 
graphic nudity. I feel that these topics would improve 
any film. One suspects that the character of Edward 
Scissorhands would have been much more effective as a 
malevolent automaton ala “THE INDESTRUCTABLE MAN or THE 
TERMINATOR" rather than a sympathetic victim of society. 


“Creatures to be pitied -- creatures to be despise as 
Criswell once so astutely commented. I personally would 
have preferred to have seen Vincent Price hacked to death 
by an ungrateful Edward. Images of the definitive "Slice 
& Dice-O-Rama" run furtively past my fevered brow as I 
contemplate the vile possibilities of this scenario. Tim 
Burton blew a great opportunity. Now I like Winona 
Ryder, but that doesn't mean that I wouldn't have pre- 
ferred to see her hacked to bits by an impatient Edward. 
This wouldn't have been any more ghastly than portraying 
her past roles of Cher's daughter or working with Robert 
Downey Jr. Needless to say, I found it rather disap- 
pointing. Great costume, though. Perhaps someday, Tim 
Burton will direct a movie similar to THE HOUSE OF 
FRANKENSTEIN wherein he combines all the monstrous 
characters from his previous films into one huge Crea- 
ture-thon. Imagine Scissorhands locked in deadly Godzil- 
la-like combat with Pee Wee Herman, Beetlejuice and 
Batman. Pee Wee would probably win. -Vic Stanley ic 


(Ed. Note: We'd never waste our limited space by print- 
ing two reviews of the same flick, but the following 
submission was too sophomoric to pass up!) 


EDWARD SCISSORHANDS- ...Takes nine showers a day because 
he's afraid to wipe his ass. -A. Perticaro fe} 


(Ed. Note: The future Leonard Maltin?) 


Poor Jean Claude Van Damme. He definitely 
but his 


LIONHEART- 
has the potential to be a major action star, 
films can't seem to hold their box office strength. 


Sadly, LIONHEART is his weakest outing yet. After his 
brother is burned alive at the film's outset during a 
drug deal (a really sick opening sequence which culmi- 
nates in close-ups of the bloated, burned corpse on the 
operating table!), VD goes A.W.O.L. (Ed Note: A.W.O.L. 
was the film's original shooting title before being 
switched to WRONG BET and finally landing its corny 
medieval moniker) from the Foreign Legion so he can be by 
the side of his newly-widowed and destitute sister-in-law 
and her daughter. To get to them in L.A., he stows away 
on a ship to New York, teams up with an old black street- 
fighter and competes in some back alley brawls to raise 
the travel fare for California. Little does Damme know, 
he is being manipulated by a rich slut who made her 
millions by betting on these underground fights. By this! 
point, the flick's plausibility has od'ed in an alley. 
Of course we don't care because we're all here to see 
some serious revenge scenarios. Unfortunately for sleaze} 
mavens, the gang who fried his brother have all been| 
arrested offscreen five minutes into the movie. No, I'm 
not kidding. The entire film has Damme attempting to act 
and garner sympathy from the viewer, but he couldn't make 
it past an Ed Wood screen test. VD lumbers around 
feeling sorry for himself, occasionally getting into some 
fights. Oh yeah, there's a big bad guy at the end. The 
subplot about Foreign Legion Agents on his tail is there 
solely to explain his accent. DULLSVILLE! Damme should 
take lessons at the Bruce Li School of Film: Don't worry 
about saying anything, just break a couple of bones here 
and there. -Anthony Perticaro 


ROBOT _JOX- 


For those of us sleaze-mavens who have been 
waiting to hitchhike under the sheets or salivate over 
the luridly gross chunk-blowing effects of the latest 


celluloid creation of Stuart Gordon (RE-ANIMATOR, FROM) 
BEYOND, etc.), ROBOT JOX will leave you aghast at how 
little resemblance this film bears to those ground- 


breaking epics. In fact, this film is derivative of 
DEATH RACE 2000, ROLLERBALL, and films of that ilk 


(without the level of quality of the former or the 
excitement of the latter). Closer in execution to (but 
not as sublimely silly as) ULTRA MAN or the Hong Kong 
film INFRA-MAN, it concerns the futuristic battles (via! 
spaceship-sized robot with human pilot/jocks hence the| 
title) between the Market and the Federation, the only 
government remaining in a post-apocalyptic Earth. The 
winners of each battle gain land territories. The film| 
has no surprises but is compulsively watchable thanks to! 
occasionally good David Allen stop-motion animation of 
the robots, and a nice scene at the end when Achilles 
(Gary Graham, looking uncannily like a young John "Gun 
Crazy" Dall the nominal hero) and Alexander (Paul Koslo, 
with a horrid pseudo-Russian accent) blast off in the| 
robots and continue their final battle in space (courtesy| 
of Peter Kuran's EFX). That said, this is still a real 
disappointment. -Dennis Locantore c- 


(ED. Note: Originally filmed and its advertising printed| 
under the title of ROBOT JOX, some expensive last minute 
title chaning and courtroom hustling had to be done by| 
the folks at EPIC Releasing after Orion Pictures got al 
restraining order against the film's release, claiming| 
copyright infringement on their own sci-fi character 


ROBOCOP. What a bunch of pricks! Is there no honor 


among thieves?) 

EVE OF DESTRUCTION- Gregory Hines stars in this big 
budget sci/fi rip-off of the TERMINATOR (well, more like 
LADY TERMINATOR!!). Besides the TERMINATOR influences, 
this is actually quite an exciting film, with a very 
intense, action-packed and violent final 30 minutes. 
Some female doctor creates a robot of herself to be used 
in combat in hostile countries...but guess what??1! It 
goes berserk, cops a sexy mini-skirt/leather jacket 
outfit (and a few uzis) and begins to live out the 
doctor's fantasies (she made the machine with almost a 
complete replica of her own brain.) Soon, she starts 
killing off residents of L.A. then heads to N.Y. to get 
the doctor's son, thus engaging in the above-mentioned 
climax. Possibly the bloodiest film starring a main- 
stream star in years. Check it out. -Nick the Yak A- 
(Bd. 


Note: We kept waiting for Hines to break into a 


tap-dance as he's totally miscast for horror...) 


POPCORN. Despite the NY Television bullshit ads (which 
said, “Before the terror of FRIDAY THE 13TH and the 


horror of HALLOWEEN), this film comes off as a fun 
outing. But, that's all, fun. Being a big-budget 
release with TV ads like I just described, you'd expect 
a film as scary as the EXORCIST or HALLOWEEN. Instead, 
this film is a tired plot of a psycho coming back after 
years to get revenge on some people who fucked up his 
life. This all takes place at a horror-thon festival, 
and the thing that makes this fun is that they pay homage 
to early film gimmicks such as the "shock chairs" used in 
the TINGLER and Odor-rama used in POLYESTER. Fun, but as 
a_trash film. As a horror film, it's another mainstream 
flop (and another reason why I started my own fanzine 
STINK!!!) -Nick the Yak B 


(Ed. Note: Two points for sneaking in your own plug you 
sly bastard!) 

SLEEPING WITH THE ENEMY- Hey!! Julia Roberts sells 
tickets! She's hot!! She can act! Let's rip off FATAL 
ATTRACTION, throw in a few twists, and release this. 
C'mon guys, I know it'll make cash! Hey Mr. Big Budget 
film exec...You may be able to fool the mainstream, 
multi-plex-going date crowds, but you will never fool us 
real horror genre fans...so suck my dick. This "thrill- 
er" is about as intense as MR. ROGERS and as suspenseful 
as the MUPPET SHOU. Cliche after cliche had my babe (s 
typical Staten Island bitch) constantly waking my ass up. 
A total bore. - Nick the Yak c- 


(Ed. Note: And yet a third R-rated outing featuring 
Roberts where she escapes without showing some tit! What 
gives?) 

THE GODFATHER PART III- After vowing for 16 years that 
he'd never film a sequel to his classic 1970's series 
about the inner workings of the Mafia, that bloated, 
burned-out, slimeball Dago bastard Francis Ford Coppola 
went back on his own word after the threat of imminent 
bankruptcy made it seem as is he would have to sell off 
his beloved Guinea red wine vineyard in Northern Califor- 
mnia. Both Al Pacino and Diane Keaton look embarrassed 
to be in this $55 million talk-a-thon that proposes the 
impossible plot about what would happen if the Mafia and 
the Catholic church merged into one giant financial 
conglomeration. Who the fuck cares? Only Robert Duvall 
remains unbesmirched by refusing to return to his role of 
Corleone family attorney in this 161 minute stinking turd 
of excess that should prove once and for all that whops 
have no reason at all to be controlling Hollywood! Stay 
off the sets and stuff your jowled-out face with pasta, 
you has-been freak and take your fuck-up family with you. 
Your sister Talia Shire looks like she's sucked one too 
many scungilli-engorged dicks and your daughter Sofia 
(who was cast as Pacino's daughter at the last minute 
after Winona Ryder wisely withdrew from the picture) is 
so butt ugly that I wouldn't fuck her with Rick 
Sullivan's wang...Avoid this travesty at all costs to get 
all Italian cocksuckers out of the film business. -Dick 
Gozinya D- 


(Ed Note: And they call me racist? Dick, please be 
advised that your name , address and phone number have 
been forwarded to the local chapter of the Knights of 
Columbus in your home town. C'mon, the flick wasn't that 
bad--and quit offering the services of my ween, 0O.K.? 
Those weekly sessions with your mother have me quite 
booked up. 


SILENCE OF THE LAMBS- 


SILENCE OF THE LAMBS is not an 
artistic triumph as some have speculated, nor is it a run 
of the mill slasher flick. It is a psychological thrill- 


outing is chock full of violence, bloodletting and other 
enjoyable mayhem, but the circumstance surrounding its 
misleading promotion by those wily Jew bastards at Marvin 
Films had minority viewers at Times Square's own Criteri- 
on Theatre hurling verbal abuse as well as physical 
projectiles at the screen when they realized they'd been 
hoodwinked and there wasn't about to be any Arab ass- 
kicking at all in this 89 minute outing, leaving HANG 
FIRE undeserving of its disastrous reception. (May 
Sassam Hussein score a direct S.C.U.D. missile hit on the 
Marvin Films offices!) B 


er (short on the psychology, high on the thrills) that 
aspires to give the audience a few shocks as it unravels 
a suspenseful plot. It does succeed in dishing out the 
jolts and the suspense reaches mesmerizing degrees at 
times, but the melodrama is overly complicated in spots 
leaving the audience to piece together some of the holes 
after leaving the theatre. The incredible acting by 
everyone involved elevates the troubled storyline to such 
a degree that it is understandable some have called it a 
work of art. It is not; it is just a good thriller that 
has great acting. -Vincent Boscaino Be 


CORPORATE AFFAIRS- Another limited low-budget release 
from the prolific Roger Corman (only 2 theatres played it 
in the entire N.Y. metro area!), this directionless 
slapstick sexcomedy about big business boardroom boning 
jamongst the Los Angeles yuppies elite holds the dubious 
honor of being one of seven flicks the G.G. staff walked 
out on in the middle of the third reel. Not worth the 
film stock it was printed on, even the horniest of sleaze 
mavens would have a better time staying at home with 
‘their own right hand. F 

NAKED OBSESSION- The career of one-time all-American 
pretty boy William Katt (HOUSE, CARRIE, PERRY MASON) hits 
jan all time low with this excellent soft-core porn/horror 
outing again from Corman's Concorde (how does he crank 
them out so fast?) concerning a seemingly straight-laced 
politician (Katt) who acquires a penchant for the sleazi- 
er side of life after being mugged in front of a strip 
club in the bleakest ghetto of Los Angeles. Awakening 
after the beating, viewers are never sure whether Katt 
has died and gone to Hades or just became dangerously 
perverted as a sycophantic wino from Hell introduces him 
to the pleasures of heavy drinking, adultery, erotic 
asphyxiation and eventually murder throughout the balance 
of this 80 minute commendable quickie which features 
extremely graphic violence, gouts of bloodletting and 
enough full-frontal nudity to make one wonder how in the 
hell it ever acquired an R-rating from the reactionary 
MPAA who usually lay in wait for this type of demented 
fare. Sleaze fans are strongly urged to bring their 
thumprags along whilst viewing NAKED OBSESSION, a dark 
horse, sleeper sleazathon that'll have them woodies a- 
poppin and is easily one of the best scuzzfests released 
thus far this year. A 
CRACKDOWN. Yet another in a seemingly endless stream of 
Corman Concorde-released quickies, this poverty-row 
LETHAL WEAPON clone narcotics actioner pits maverick 
D.E.A. agent Cliff De Young (doing an abysmal "I'm-so- 
nuts-I'm-Dangerous" Mel Gibson imitation) against a by- 
the-book Peruvian yuppie(?) detective Robert Beltran 
(EATING RAOUL) as they are forced to team up to extradite 
a crazed Columbian coke czar back to Miami. Their 
comedic chemistry never clicks, and coupled with an awful 
supporting cast, amateur camerawork that jumps all over 
the place, no nudity and squibbless gun battles, CRACK- 
DOWN clocks in as being slightly worse than your average 
television cop drama and as such is of no interest to 
ce} readers. D+ 


(Ed Note: As much as we tried to establish a hands-off 
policy towards the reviews submitted, we've got to 
criticize this one: What the fuck is the flick about, 
Vinnie? Why don't you mention Anthony Hopkins' superb 
portrayal of the genius psychotic cannibal, Dr. Hannibal 
Lector, which is quite possibly the greatest acting 
performance in the entire history of cinematic horror? 
What about poor director Jonathan Demme who, like the 
G.G. staff, has been wrongly labeled a by 
radical writers of the gay press for his stereotyped 
Portrayal of LAMB's supposed gay serial killer, Jame 
Gumb? And not even a mention of the taboo-breaking jizz- 
throwing scene at the flick's outset wherein Jodie Foster 
catches a wad in her hair from a masturbating mental 
patient after he pointedly tells her that he "can smell 
her cunt"? Go back to film school, Vinnie--SILENCE OF 
THE LAMBS is the most groundbreaking, harrowing horror 
adaptation released in decades and should be lauded 
easily as Film Of The Year by both mainstream press and 
of genre critics. Superb. A+ 


be sure to solicit reader guest reviews again in the 
future since this was so much fun. (Maybe when hell 
freezes over...) Anyway, we've still got 22 items to 
comment on that elicited no response from the chosen few 
out there, so let's get started before we run out of 
space: 

BLOOD FIST II- Real-life martial arts champion Don "The 
Dragon" Wilson returns in this Roger Corman-released 
slugfest that is a sequel to 1989's butt-slam exploita- 
tioner in title only. This time out, Bruce Lee look- 
alike Wilson is kidnapped along with other warriors from! 
around the globe and whisked to a deserted island where! 
he and his comrades are forced to do battle with a group 
of monkey-gland-serum-produced master race _ steroid| 
swallowers created by a mad scientist who hopes to| 
develop a death-match casino for glitzy jet setters to] 
blow their idle money on. Of course, "The Dragon" 
thwarts this heinous plan, but not before cracking dozens 
of bones and spewing enough blood in endless graphic! 
kickboxing melees that make Jean Claude Van Damme look 
like a novice pussy. 01' Don even manages to bed down 
the crazed scientist's own daughter in the course of this 
84 minute potboiler, leaving BLOOD FIST II a highly 
recommended chopsocky diversion. Look for it to pop up| 
on home video soon. B 


SLUMBER PARTY MASSACRE III- Essentially a goreless, 
lower-budgeted re-hash of 1982's Rita May Brown original, 

3 suffers from imitating the long-outdated stall 
and slash body count epics that have fallen out of favor] 
with genre fans since the middle of last decade. Wh: 


IE_OF RE-ANIMATOR- Booked for only a few successive 
weekends of midnight screenings at Manhattan's Waverly 
Twin just before its mid-April homevideo release (al- 
though its been available in bootleg format from the G.G. 
since mid-November, thank you), former RE-ANIMATOR 
Producer Brian Yuzna directs this Stuart Gordonless 
sequel to the 1985 H.P. Lovecraft adaptation that won the 
coveted G.G. Gorefilm Of The Year Award hands down for 
that year. This time out, Jeffrey Combs and Bruce Abbot 
return to their roles as Drs. Herbert West and Dan Cain 
respectively and are still plying their skills at raising 
the dead by trying to build a female creature around the 
remains of the heart of Abbott's late girlfriend Megan 
who was choked to death by a monstrous set of intestines 
at the finale of the last movie. Of course, their re- 
animation serum still has some lugs in it and its not 
long before their laboratory is overrun by bizarre 
mutations of their own experiments gone awry as well as 
a band of flesh-eating zombies rejuvenated for revenge by 
an angry Dr. Hill, who was reduced to a talking head in 
the original film, but now returns as a flying demon, 
thanks to the wings of a deceased fruit bat that he has 
had surgically grafted to his cranium. Together the 
combined wizardry of the KNB f/x group, the stop-motion 
genius of David Allen and the depraved grotesqueries of 
Screaming Mad George combine to make one hell of a blood- 
drenched finale that will have gorehounds salivating with 
glee as blood spurts and entrails fly everywhere through- 
out the last reel of this 97 minute outing. But the 
flick lacks the luscious tits and full-frontal close-ups 
of scream-queen Barbara Crampton as well as being marred 
by an overtly silly screenplay from Yuzna and co-writer 


day and age is totally beyond us. Sure, nudity abounds,| 
but all the chicks who flash bare flesh are prett: 
repellent and coupled with an utterly banal screenplay b' 
producer Catherine Cyran, SLUMBER PARTY MASSACRE III i 
a pretty lifeless outing recommended only as a third-rat 
masturbation fodder for hard up sleaze fans stranded o1 
a dateless night 


BANG Eee Those Hasidic shysters at N.Y.'s own Marvi 
Films deserve an award for all-time bad taste in decep-| 
tive advertising for concocting big newsprint ads dis-| 
Playing an Army tank and the words "Saddam Hussein Look 
Out!" when this Peter Maris-directed actioneer was re-| 
leased to the metro area on January 11, 5 days before the’ 
U.S. was expected to plunge into a full-scale war with] 
Iraq. What's wrong with that, you ask? Nothing, except 
that HANG FIRE has nothing to do with the Middle East} 
crisis and is in fact a terse little enjoyable exploita-| 
tioner concerning a serial killer/rapist who leads al 
prison break at a New Mexico penitentiary and holds a' 
neighboring village hostage as the escaped cons bargain| 
for their freedom. Well-cast with such veteran action 
stalwarts as Brad Davis, Jan-Michael Vincent (who is 
visibly losing his real-life battle with the bottle), Ke: 
(DAWN_OF THE DEAD) Foree, George Kennedy, Yaphet Kotto, 
Lou Ferrigno and even an ageing Peter Lupus, Maris' 


Woody Keith, leaving the long-awaited BRIDE OF RE-ANIMA- 
TOR to pale by comparison to its predecessor. Still well 
worth seeking out, however. aA- 
As usual, we are quickly running out of our already- 
limited review space owing to the overbearing plugs 
column at the end of this issue. The final reviews have 
been cut to capsule counents much to our dismay: 
DEAD SPACE- Roger Corman’ s Concorde rises again (they' ve 
released no less than 8 films in the past four months!) 
to offer up this Grade Z-budgeted ALIEN clone about a 
space virus aboard a remote research vessel that grows to 
alarming proportions each time it devours a crew member. 
A cast of non-actors is decimated by the paper-mache 
monster until former Hollywood has-been turned nose candy 
Neanderthal Mark Singer dispatches the creature in a 
blurry finale that looks as if it were filmed with KY 
Jelly smeared on the camera lens. Vapid, technically 
inept and tedious even at its scant 68 minute running 
time, the only thing commendable about DEAD SPACE is its 
apropos title 
NEW JACK CITY- Groundbreaking black director Melvin Van 
Peeble whose 1971 classic, SWEET SWEETBACK'S BAAAADASS 
SONG was the first to break out of the stereotyped 
blaxploitation parameters and give an unsensationalized, 
realistic view of the black experience (and receive an X- 
rating from the MPAA for his efforts) must be awfully 
proud of his son Mario, who 20 years later used the same 
techniques as his daddy in this fictionalized portrayal 
of the discovery of crack in 1986 Harlem and its eventual 
rise to becoming a computer-controlled multi-million 
dollar enterprise by the beginning of 1990. Essentially 
an anti-drug message piece, Van Peebles doesn't allow his 
own racial integrity to avoid packing his flick with 
enough non-stop violence, graphic blood-letting and ample 
nudity to ensure its becoming both an urban box office 
smash and art house scourge, as lobsters everywhere 
denounced N - for its sexism and brutality (making it 
an immediate must see for G.G. readers). Controversial 
rap artist Ice-T nearly steals the show as an undercover 
cop set on toppling his neighborhood's drug cartel with 
a debut acting performance that makes veteran thesps 
Wesley Snipes, Judd Nelson (what the hell is he doing 
here, anyway?) and even Van Peebles himself look like 
pikers by comparison. NEW JACK CITY is a gritty, realis- 
tic thinking man's sleaze epic that should be actively 
attended by all. (The only thing Van Peebles misses is 
figuring out exactly who we have to blame for the inner 
city's rampant drug problem: It is, of course, the gay 
populous--they've been doing each other's cracks for 
Just kidding!) A 


Like hell to avoid sitting through this R-rated 
(why?) limp action fluff piece from Walt Disney studios 
about a smart-assed law student who accidentally is 
involved in the murder of the son of a maniacal mob boss 
who then puts a $50,000 price tag on the kid's head. Any 
film that culminates with the killing of the head villain 
by a mechanical rabbit at a greyhound track has just got 
to be an abysmal clunker, as evidenced by the film's 5 
day engagement on 42nd St. before being replaced an 
ancient karate triple bill that did three times more 
business. Disney execs should stick to the kiddie 
programming, as for action mavens, RUN will please none. 


THE TERROR WITHIN II- Another Roger Corman Concorde 
Pictures mini-break (only 2 theatres in the N.Y. metro 
area played it for one week), this ultra-gory follow-up) 
to 1989's sci-fi splatterthon classic marks the director- 
ial debut of returning star Andrew Stevens (THE FAN, THE| 
FURY, etc.) who continues the tale of a futuris Earth 
where an A.I.D.S.-like virus has all but wiped out} 
mankind, leaving a handful of survivors to hide in 
underground medical facilities and fend off the attacks 


THE SCURRILOUS SCUMBAG AWARD FOR ALL- 
TIME FRAUDULENT ADVERTISING IS HEREBY 
AWARDED TO MARVIN FILMS OF N.Y. FOR 
PLACING THIS MOVIE AD WHICH APPEARED 
IN THE ADVERTISING SECTIONS OF METRO 
AREA PAPERS ON JANUARY 11, 5 DAYS 
BEFORE WE WERE SCHEDULED TO PLUNGE 
INTO A FULL-SCALE WAR WITH IRAQ. 
WHAT'S WRONG WITH THAT, YOU MAY ASK? 
NOTHING, EXCEPT THAT HANGFIRE HAD 
ABSOLUTELY NOTHING TO DO WITH THE MID- 
EAST CRISIS AND WAS IN FACT A LOW- 
BUDGET EXPLOITATIONER CONCERNING A NEW 
MEXICO PRISON BREAK. WE HAVEN'T SEEN 
A RIP-OFF THIS BLATANT SINCE THE DAYS 
OF TERRY LEVENE'S AQUARIUS RELEASING 
AND URGE READERS WHO WERE SCRODED BY 
THIS SCAM TO DIRECT HATE MAIL, BOMB 
THREATS, DOG TURDS, ETC. TO THE 
SHYSTERS AT MARVIN FILMS, 1400 OLD 
COUNTRY RD., WESTBURY. N.Y. 11590. 
TELL 'EM THE G.G. TOLD YOU TO DO IT!! 


of brutal misshapen mutants who are constantly trying to about a zillion others) can still breathe some e into 
invade the subterranean shelters and gorge themselves onf the timeworn post-apocalyptic ROAD WARRIOR-clone outlaw 


the remaining human flesh. This time out, Andrew's gir. 
friend gets kidnapped by one of the monsters who ties her 
over a rock and graphically rapes her doggy-style, 
managing to blow a load of demon spew into her womb| 
before he is decapitated by Stevens. 


genre over a decade after the release of the original MAD 
MAX saga, but together with a barely coherent David 
Carradine and an array of bloodspurting, raping, gun 
F duels and mutilations he gets away with passable enter- 
It is later discov-] tainment fodder for the bottom half of a double bill. 


ered that the girl was already pregnant by her human] Obviously edited for an R-rating by domestic distributor 
beau, and upon giving birth to a hideous monster, Stevens] Concorde Pictures (them again), bilingual horror fans are 


must come to terms with slaughtering his own mutated son. 


urged to comb the Hispanic video parlors of neighboring 


Low budget flicks don't get much sicker than this, and barrios for the uncut version o of _this interesting curio. B 


gorehounds should flock to their local video stores to 
rent THE TERROR WITHIN II when it is released to video 
early in May. mealy, repellent! 


Tt s hard to believe that South America 
sleaze autuer Cirio Santiago (CUT AND RUN, 


THE DOO) 
released in the past 20 years, Oliver Stone's portrayal 
of the rise and eventual fall of leather-clad icon Jim 
Morrison is packed with behavior that is usually taboo to 
late 80's/early 90's reactionary "safe" cinema: excessive 


Easily the best rock music related film 


= 
estranged mother and son, Some nifty violence, gratu- 
itous nudity and incestual overtones can't lift up the 
plodding pace of this psychological pastiche, leaving THE 
GRIFTERS better suited as art house fare than an exploi- 
tation piece, and as such is recommended as date bate for 
gorehound trying to bed down highbrow feminists only. Be 


boozing, rampant drug taking, blow jobs, orgies, driving 
while drunk, human blood drinking, more blow jobs, fag 
ridiculing, pissing in public barrooms, wife beating, 
punching cops, adultery and even more blow jobs. I don't 
know about you, but I'm going out tomorrow and buy myself 
a pair of leather trousers--it certainly worked magic for 
Jimbo! A 
THE HARD WAY- The ultimate exploitationer for those who 
despise elfin idol Michael J. Fox, here cast as a spoiled 
Hollywood actor (not far from the truth) who pulls some 
strings to get himself assigned as partner to tough Dirty 
Harry-esque N.Y. cop James Woods under the pretext of 
getting some "real street experience" for his upcoming 
role as a hard-nosed dectetive. Foul-mouthed Woods 
spends the bulk of THE HARD WAY's 111 minutes calling Fox 
a wimp, nerd, jizz-ball, shitstain, homo, fag, asshole, 
and retard while slapping him around at the slightest 
provocation, much to the delight of sleaze fans who've 
hated the little weasel since the days of the insipid 
sitcom PAMILY TIES. Of course, they reluctantly join 
together in the film's final reel to capture a serial 
killer running amok in Times Square, but director John 
Badham keeps the action, violence and profanity levels 
high throughout, making THE HARD WAY a surprisingly 
enjoyable outing. Much grittier than it looks from the 
ads. B+ 


THE APPLEGATES- Even though the rest of the 2 
staff encouraged me to lie and make up a review for 
Michael Lehman's sci-fi comedy follow-up to 1988's 
HEATHERS, the flick (allegedly about a family of giant 
Brazilian rainforest beetles who take on human form and 
travel to mid-Western America to send an ecological 
message) only lasted in a handful of far-flung art houses 
for one week and since I couldn't wrangle any free passes 
(you don't actually think I pay to see this crap, do 
you?), MEET THE APPLEGATES remained unseen. Sorry 


bordello back in pre-choice 1973. A pro-lifer's dream 
project, due to the severely demented subject matter of 
this chunk-blower, THE SUCKLING has been turned down by 
virtually every area distributor on the grounds that it 
is just too offensive. Bloody, violent, sexist, entrail- 
spewing and full cf nudity from surprisingly attractive 
actresses, THE SUCKLING is just tailor-made for the 
warped tastes of G.G. readers. It's just too bad that 
there's no way you can see it A 


Don't you remember we 


With the major studios all scr: ng to 
develop a new action star for the 90's now that old farts 
like Eastwood, Bronson & Norris have lost their box 
office draw and are slowly being edged out to pasture 
(Warner Bros. has inked Steven Seagal to a long-term deal 
and Universal is courting Jean-Claude Van Damme with a 
seven figure offer), some wizard at Paramount Pictures 
decided that just what the world needs is a Jewish kick- 
boxer and signed real-life Kenpo World Champion Jeff 
Speakman to star in this predictable tale of revenge set 
amidst the underworld of L.A.'s Chinese mafia. This idea 
looks as stupid on screen as it sounds on paper with the 
kosher karate kicker single-handedly dispatching a drug 
dealing gang who have assassinated his mentor. Sort of 
a Borscht Belt version of KARATE KID, PERFECT WEAPON went 
over like a lead balloon with action mavens and Speakman 
is advised to develop a comedy routine and seek work in 
c- 


WARLOCK- Was reviewed last issue! 
actually got to a film early 


PLUGS/NEWS/ANNOUNCEMENTS CORNER- As explained earlier, 
this column is a lot longer than we'd like it to be owing 
to the fact the everybody and his brother who has any 
genre related zine or product bugs us for plugs in the 
G.G. pages, and when they plug-us first, it pours on the 
guilt rather heavily. The following items mentioned 
below a) are really good and are well worth your atten- 
tion, b) suck really bad but their publishers keep 
hounding us for mentions or c) really blow, but we've 
been paid off well to say nice things about them. The 
fun of all this is that we're not going to tell you what 
zine falls into what category! Good 
Luck.........Psychotic Reaction is a fairly wild review 
digest from a crazed Limey in Birmingham, England named 
Spencer Hickman. Issue #1 contains some pretty funny 
comments as well as a paean to porn punkettes like Traci 
Lords and Michelle Bauer. Send about three bucks off to 
Spence at 50 Wingfield Rd., Great Barr, Birmingham, 
England B42 2QD...........+..-Vic Stanley, one of this 
issue's guest reviewers and head of the Donald Farmer Fan 
Club (just kidding!) has turned us on to a nifty wres- 
tling fanzine called Wrestling Then and Now that features 
a column by Stanley himself and some interesting info. 
about some really strange mat rats. Send $1.25 for a 
sample issue to W.T. & N. c/o Evan Ginzburg, P.O. Box 
471, Oakland Gardens Station, Flushing, N.Y. 11364...... 
Eddie Banay's Just Killing Time has spawned a demented 
spin-off called All True-Nothing Bogus. Compiled by the 
nefarious Dion Brothers, Bogus is made up entirely of 
real-life depraved newspaper murder clippings and obitu- 
aries and makes the Weekly World News read like The Wall 
St. Journal by comparison. Check out an issue for one 
measly buck to Bogus 14227 Eventide, Cypress, Tx. 77429. 
Hmmm...Could the Dion Bros. be a phony cover up for 
Banay's own guilty pleasures?........Congradulations to 
SUCKLING star Michael Gingold (does your mother know you 
were in this?) on publishing his 100th issue of Scarea— 
phanalia. If he keeps to his clockwork-like monthly 
schedule, he'll out-distance the G.G> in sheer volume 
before the end of this summer! If you've never seen 
Scareaphanalia, it's well worth a look at 60 cents a pop 
(you oughta raise your price!) to Gingold at P.O. Box 
489, Murray Hill Station, New York, N.Y. 10156-0489.... 
Kudos as well to the 10th Anniversary of Nick The Yak's 
irreverent Stink fanzine. Self-described as "the sickest 
sleaze 'zine in the world", Nick's sense of humor is in 
the same vein as that of the G.G., and he knows how hard 
it is to hump out a fanzine for a decade. Send off a 
buck today to the Yakman at Stink, 27 Hillcrest st., 
Staten Island, N.Y. 10308. Thanks again for the review 
spots this issue!......The maiden issue of Joe Johnson's 
3.A.M. 'zine was recently found in our mailbox. Stretch- 
ing out a bit to include music as well as older film 
retrospects along with video reviews, 3 A.-M. is available 
at $1.50 a clip to Johnson at 608 West First St., Oil 
City, Pa 16301.....Sad to hear that Rod Sims has sent out 


With a lengthy title making theatre marquee changers 
groan across the country, this sequel to last year's 
surprisingly enjoyable megahit falls flat as it is 
essentially a retread of the same reptilian formula that 
has now reached annoying overkill with the kids of 
America all united in Turtledom. How many times can you 
elicit laughs from green muppets shouting "Cowabunga!", 
"Bodacious", and displaying the same pizza-eating hijinx 
before you start thinking about breeding a bunch of 
mutant hares to make turtle soup out of timerous tortois- 
es. Unless you have the mind of an 8 year old, you'll 
think this latest outing really sucks the shell D 
CLASS OF NUKE ‘EM HIGH 2: SUBHUMANOID MELTDOWN- Just 
released for midnight weekend screenings at the Waverly 
theatre in Manhattan as we go to press, this haphazard 
sequel to Troma Relsasing's 1986 splattercomedic cult 
favorite was co-written by our good buddy Carl Morano 
(who happens to hold down a grueling desk job at Troma) 
who begged us not to trash his screenwriting debut. 
Taking that into consideration, suffice to say that 
SUBHUMANOID MELTDOWN is probably the loudest film we've 
ever sat through and features a giant 30 ft. nuclear- 
radiated squirrel named Tromie. Caveat emptor. 

Radical 60's counterculture director 
Robert Downey, Sr. (who has probably kept a low profile 
over the past decade to avoid association with his 
asshole actor son) returns to his expected bad taste! 
comedic forefront with this vulgar comedy about two 
sibling homosexual couples who are forced into parenthood 
at the bequest 

of their late millionaire father's will. MONTY PYTHON's 
Eric Idle and SCTV's Andrea Martin play the respective 


rump wrangler and carpet muncher in a 90 minute romp that 
sets gay stereotypes back to pre-Stonewall days. Even 
the annoying presence of the aforementioned M.D. Jr. 
cannot bog down this highly original hilarious howler! 
aA- 


Now that it's trendy to dig 1950's murder 
noir pulp hack Jim Thompson, it was inevitable that 
Hollywood would mount a multi-budgeted adaptation of one 
of his novels. THE GRIFTERS is just that, an overblown 
113 minute look at the lives, feelings and motivations of| 
three sleazeballs, two of which just happen to be an 


form letters announcing the end of The Gorefest, his 
long-running, informative review digest that came under 
attack from some of the more raucous of the Sims-labeled 
forces tie ese eos te ects tims eanal site ack on e@ ZOMBIE 3- Lucio Fulci had a stroke during the 
ern cetabd Restsa Siete ee eyes aa th Be who got filming of the finale of this entrail-munching second 
a hioke cut erie Daeatiag Uieeaidcimeisarea Rod tet us installment (DAWN OF THE DEAD was titled ZOMBIE in Italy) 
a, Breke out ace (Cormenting . NL b tats that "you fof the living dead onslaught saga and was replaced by 
paraphrase the great Richard Nixon by sta isa ie Beansomicter (an a nes ahoUteeeTecear cba 
sede Gary ‘beaieh 1s -esganoviaee i yeild cranking out splatterthon in fine chunk-blowing form. Uncut, and a 
. 

of tl Northwest. What differentiates it from yourf/fine transfer from Jap laserdisc! 

standard review 'zine is that Lesley packs his periodical 
with some truly warped comic art and enjoys printing 
Psychovideo's hate mail. A sample issue mailed out first 
class will set you back $2.00 when you mail it to P.O. 
Box 7333, Federal Way, Wa. 98003....An over-zealous 
teenybopper named Tony Biner has come out with the debut 
issue of Celluloid Nightmare, a well-laid-out ay page es = PRow (thatugorehownds: abe stasis do 
et forteecensuring @interviens anda Selene oaitor get turnedon to the atrocities of Chinese sleaze cinema, 
Totatcausenre Reciayrev eves) bub junfor tunately s tfiwe've discovered one of the best! Sort of a slopehead 
is rather star-struck and seems to like eres es Ss Warnloncot te ithianis90cmeleasel cine atten ia 
tougher, Tony! gerigctors Sr ean aru eaue, baceste minutes and is one of the 10 most violent films we've 
Gal-art, Box MJ-14, Valencia, s ever viewed! A must see, we'll give customers a money- 
limited edition....Out-of-state G.G. readers living near back guarantee if they're not drooling over this one! 
the Lexington, Ky area are urge to scan their public (English subtitled). ; 
access television channels for an absolutely insane, 

patently offensive program titled Brains On Film. The é 1991- By’ popular deasnd,. watda 
Spawn of longtime G.G. confidant George Maranville, § compiled another program of rare, obscure and extremely 
Brains is essentially a sleaze film review program that perverse coming attractions from such rare gems as MONDO 
Presents a different format every week. So far we've DEPRAVO, THE BIG DOLL HOUSE and TH C AD = oF 


seen two episodes: George and his partner Larry Treadway fp: 0. This titfest should hav oat at 
dressed as inbred hillbillies lauding the merits of $F. swoCoulO bs cy sleaze mavens 


ee 3 scrambling for their checkbooks by the time they finish 
Brownigg's POOR WHITE TRASH 2 and an all-homo segment reading this advertisment. 70 minutes. 
they portray limp-wristed felchers discussing 

mainstream gay releases like MAKING LOVE. According to 
George, the network has received torrents of complaints 
about the show so it may have been yanked from the 
airwaves by the time you read this. One of the funniest 
concepts we've seen in years, write to George at 208 
Zandale Drive, Lexington, KY 40503 and see if you can| you'll be able to figure this title out--but don't tell 
bribe him into sending you a sample copy. It finallyffanyone you got it from us! 
had to happen-- the first sleaze culture zine Produced@§rising postal expenses as well as tape costs have forced 
entirely by a staff of females! Flagrant substanceflus to only offer our recession-buster price reduction of 
abuser Barbara Jarvis brings us Zoomar, a well-written, s14.95 per video title for this issue only. With the 
irreverent publication featuring articles on Tura publication of G.G. # 105 we'll have to go back up to our 
Santana, unseen James Dean appearances and an interestingBnormal $19.95 price tag, so be sure to order soon! All 
summation of the history of 3D movies on homevideo. In ‘tapes are now duped on high-grade blanks for the best 
no way a feminist carpetmuncher rag (no pun intended), possible transfer quality. Please specify either VHS or 
the gals at Zoomar assure us that they like cock and as BETA format and send $14.95 (plus $3.00 for postage and 
such, should not be construed as the enemy. Send checks handling) to the G.G. 9 llivan. 469 Hazel st. 
or cash for $2.00 to Barbara at P.O. Box 6920, Alexan-| 070 = 
dria, Va 22301.....0n one sad final note, the G.G. mourns 
the passing of B veteran Aldo Ray; whose sleaze career 
spanned nearly 40 years and featured such gems as RIOT ON| 
SUNSET STRIP and DEAD HEAT ON A MERRY-GO-ROUND before the 
boozing got the better of him and he finished out his 
acting days as a member of the illustrious Fred Olen Ray 
ensemble cast in a handful of forgettable losers. In 
1986 Ray was booted out of the Screen Actor's Guild for 
working on F.O. Ray's non-union epics. His response to! 
the expulsion was, "Fuck 'em...those SAG cocksuckers 
never did a thing for me!" With lines like that, Aldo} 

was definitely our kind of guy and he will be missed.... 

Videophiles searching for some really obscure and un- 
released quasi-legal offerings are urged to send off 
$5.00 today for the newly updated 1991 edition of the 
G.G. Private Library Listing featuring dozens of new 
titles since the last one was 
Included in this edition are 


copy is the complete 110 minute Italian cut. (The 
running time for the American version is only 95 minutes) 
A must for genre collectors! 


@ SPERMULA- Ultra hard core 1970's sex/vampire 
outing starring Udo Kier and Dale Hadden. Note: This is 
not a homo flick, it's about a female vampire who sucks 
sperm instead of blood. (hmm...sounds like my girl- 
friend!) Extremely rare. 


@ SURPRI: TITLE- This on is so illegal that we 
cannot even mention the title of it in these pages. 
We'll give you a few hints: we loved the film, its 
subject matter is extremely controversial and we told you 
that you'd never be able to see it. Think hard and 


How can you 
2G. c/o our 
ss 

Excellent quality copies of the following 


new rarities are now available from our money~hungry| 
video department: 


e SOCIETY- Brian Yuzna's (RE-ANIMATOR) PAGES LEAD US TO BELIEVE THAT OUR 
depraved unreleased 1989 atrocity about a group of 


NO PROBLEM ---- THIS MONTH'S G.G. PIN- 
UP COMES FROM THE LOVELY TOWN OF MORO, 
IL., HOME OF DRACULINA EDITOR HUGH 
GALLAGHER (HOPE YOU'RE GETTING SOME OF 
THAT, PAL). HER NAME IS RAISA HEBRA, 
AND SHE IS AN AVOWED HORROR FAN WHO 
HAS POSED FOR CENTERFOLDS IN SUCH 
HIGHBROW PUBLICATIONS AS EASYRIDERS, 


ally turning him inside out, our version is a completely 
uncut 100 minute version direct from Japanese laser disc. 
Must be seen to be believed--totally offensive and for 
fans of Cronenberg-style medical debasement. 


@ TWO EVIL EYES- This long-awaited Italian/America: 
co-production features 2 superb horror anthology pieces} 
directed by George Romero and Dario Argento. Not slated| 
for an American release anytime in the near future, our 
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HORROR-THON 


NEW JERSEY’S FIRST OFFICIAL SCI-FI-HORROR MOVIE MEMORABILIA & COLLECTIBLES SHOW 


“‘THE GODFATHER OF GORE”’ “MR. SCIENCE FICTION"’ 


Creator of such classics as Blood Feast, é Monst: . : 
2,000 Maniacs, Gore Gore Girls & many others Editor ob Namous Monsters of Fiimlaid “The Munsters’ 


CHILLER PRODUCTION PRESENTS 


Come & Meet Your Favorite Stars 


-— IN PERSON — 


— HORROR GUEST STARS — 
SATURDAY — MOVIE MEMORABILIA — 
10:00 A.M. - 9:00 P.M. — COLLECTIBLES — 
SUNDAY — TOYS — 
11:00 A.M. - 7:00 P.M. — AUTOGRAPH SESSIONS — 
WILLIAMS 4 — FILM SCREENINGS — 
ARTS CENTER ms — 1960s Tee 


TOYS & S— 
RUTHERFORD, NJ “i — MODEL KITS _— 


FORREST). —_| |BUTCH PATRICK 


“EDDIE MUNSTER”’ 


From the cult T.V. Classic 


ALSO APPEARING — BOB MARTIN (Screenwriter, Author, & Ex-Fangoria Editor), 


RICK SULLIVAN (Editor of the Gore Gazzette), ROBERT ALDEN-MAY (The Guru of Gore) & many surprise guests... 


TICKET INFO: 201-507-8458 or 804-0891 
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